AFTERNOON

corner when we turn round to Number Ten.   Drive on,
Gunton."

It was six o'clock by now, and through the dazzle was
not so needle-sharp, the heat was even more unpleasant.
The stored-up staleness of the blistering day met their
faces in gusts of warm acrid air, the discomfort of which
was intensified rather than diminished by the pace of the
car.

" Don't drive so fast, Gunton/' Waterlow called out
fretfully. " And for heaven's sake, Crowder, don't sit
up so much like the Sultan on his way to Santa Sophia.
You swell up like a pink balloon the moment you get
into a car. You bulge objectionably."

They reached the middle of the city and turned off
from the main boulevard beside some public gardens full
of metallic palms. Presently they came to the corner of
the small street in which Waterlow's other house was
situated. It had been the central point of his organization
too long for it to have escaped the notice of the local
authorities ; but the street was conveniently situated, and it
was very easy for anybody who was being shadowed to
reach the trams running along the boulevard, or at night
to trick his pursuers among the mazy paths of the gardens
close by. Besides, had he moved now, any new house
at all generally frequented would have been compromised
at once. It was better policy to give the other side
something to watch and aim at secrecy by continually
changing the places where he met agents of real import-
ance. Secrecy was a problem in this small capital. It
was not London.

As Waterlow had expected, the usual police-spy at the
corner had been reinforced by two or three others who
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